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Two Young Souls 


The house we share with a group of other jobbing musicians has a porch. Sure, it's a rickety porch with holes 
in the floor, leaning pillars, and wood missing from the roof. But its a porch. 


And its raining. We rarely seem to see rain in California, at least that's what | was lead to believe. We get 
more in Minnesota. Far more, as well as feet and feet of snow. Here in the warm West, it's a novelty, 


something to be savoured. 


Which is why we're sitting out on the porch, curled against the decaying white wooden wall of the house. 
Blankets are pulled around us, our arms loosely around the other. Dave sits with his head tucked under my 
chin, waves of orange hair spilling over my goosepimpled arms. He purrs softly as | gently stroke his head, my 
fingers smoothing out the knots of his hair. 


He's decided to quit drugs. Says they're affecting him and making him uncreative. It's been twenty four hours 
since he made that statement and already l'm seeing a difference. Its not a good difference as he shakes and 
moans and shivers and screams. Even as the storm breaks overhead, his skin is clammy and hot. He's fighting 
it with every ounce of his will but | don't think he's going to make it. | hate saying that but this morring | 
found him writhing and screaming, piss staining the front of his month old jeans. His body was reacting, fighting 


against his decision. | fought to get him to the grimy bathroom and heave him into the leaking shower. He shit 
himself as | stripped away his filthy clothes, the detritus of his post-addiction choice washed away with 
metallic tasting water. He stood there and cried as | held him, his heroin thin body pressed against my own 
Cried and screamed and begged me to take him away from it all. It made my heart ache. Made my own body 
hurt as he pleaded with me, his stick thin arms wrapped tightly around me as | washed him with a miniscule 
piece of pink soap. My own tears joined his as | looked into his harrowed hazel eyes. Eyes which held the 
answers to the universe and questions as old as time. In my arms, | held a man who'd never been allowed to 
be a boy. He'd never played catch. Never sat on a hill and watched the night sky. Never had the excitement of 
a childhood Christmas morning. He'd been born a man into a world which didn't want him. A world which 


sneered and spat at him. Until he'd discovered the one thing which made him "cool". Drugs. 


Every day my heart breaks as | watch him try and fit in. He never had a chance to grow or learn. All he 


knows is fight or flight. And, more often than not, his volcanic temper wins out. 


So it's nice to have him quiet for a few moments, even if he is tired and sick. It's nice to have him pressed 
against me, his body warm and alive, arms hooked under mine. | will always love this man, no matter what 
happens. In the years to come, we may drift apart only to find one another again. Or we may stay side by side 


forever. 


Somewhere in the distance, thunder rumbles through the heavy, humid air. Steely grey clouds roll toward us, 
the smell of electricity lingering around us. A flash of lightening splits the clouds, sizzling white-blue against 
the darkness. Above us, plump raindrops hammer against the shaky, old wood, each droplet threatening to 
shake the building to pieces. Yet, miraculously, it remains standing, ready to house us for another day. 


We're two young souls sailing on a sea of uncertainty. But we'll make it. | know we will 


